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Empire Statesmen at his college. I sat next to
a small man of bubonic intensity who was, I
thini, called Smartt. He came from South
Africa and was interested in railway develop-
ment. He discussed gauges with me. 'How
do the British gauges compare with the
South African?3 he asked in a brisk business-
like voice. CI think/ I said hesitatingly,
'that ours are deeper.3 He said no more at
the moment, but later we were quaffing
audit ale out of the All Souls silver tumblers.
He turned to me forgivingly. 'It's not my
idea of a joke/ he observed, cbut I expect
that you mean no harm/ I was, as you will
observe, folly launched. Not only that, but
I accompanied a fellow-politician to speak
on the subject of Tariff Reform in a village
somewhere behind Shotover. We drove out
in (can it have been?) a small governess-cart
at the expense of the Conservative party.
The driver said that he had seen me out
with the Bicester. Who was I to deny it?
My companion and I addressed in turn an
audience of about twelve somnolent persons
in what may or may not have been a tool-
shed. We were heard in silence, and, if we
had not spoken briefly, would certainly have
been suffocated. We were taken to an ugly
and uncomfortable house for tea after this
exhibition. 'Madam,' said my companion
to the local organizer, cwe have to keep up
appearances before the electorate, but now